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Author's Notes: 

After a long hiatus, I've decided to revive and rewrite an old fic that | had started years ago. It is as silly as it 
sounds, meant to be simply enjoyed and not taken seriously by any means. So happy to be writing again. Thanks 
for reading! 


Once upon a time, in 1983, in a faraway land known as El Cerrito, California, there lived a young and beautiful 
2l-year-old named Dave Mustaine. He was tall and elegant, with a head of long, wavy hair that was the color 
of autumn leaves. He played lead guitar for a band called Metallica, which was fronted by an equally exquisite 
guitarist and singer named James Hetfield. Their drummer, Lars Ulrich, was a small and rather voluble little 


fellow, but also had much to adore. 
The three of these young lads lived together in a humble hillside cottage known endearingly as the Metallica 
Mansion. It served many purposes: A place to sleep, a place to rehearse, a place to bring girls after shows and 


get laid. It even had a working refrigerator! A true haven. 


Just across the bay was the dazzling city of San Francisco, a cultural epicenter thriving with all kinds of 


music, art and people. Through their music, the Metallica boys held the key to the city. 


In fact, young Dave and his band were preparing to play a show there tonight, and they were rather excited. 


However, there was one crucial component to the Metallica ensemble that was missing. 


"Wherever could Cliff be?" Dave asked as he tuned his guitar. He, James, and Lars were gathered in the garage 
of their cottage, setting up for rehearsal. Their gangly bassist, Cliff Burton, was nowhere in sight. "He knew we 
had practice today, did he not?" 


"Where the hell is he?" Lars barked from behind his drum kit. "I bet he's still asleep, that lazy stoner!" 


"Oh my, but its four hours past noon!" James piped from beneath his long mop of wavy flaxen locks. His pale 
blue eyes showed a hint of worry. 


Dave gave a consoling look to the other guitar player. "Perhaps he is ill today," he suggested, hoping to put the 
others at ease, especially James, who was particularly sensitive. Cliff always liked to sleep in past noon, but 
this was a rather unusual day for him to be late. With such an important show coming up, everyone in the 


band was expected to be punctual during this time. Even Cliffl 
"I?" the drummer echoed, clearly annoyed. "Ill, my ass! He better get here soon or he's fired" 


"Now, now," Dave cooed. “Surely there has been a misunderstanding. There are always solutions outside of 


firing or suing people, Lars." 
Lars merely grunted, folding his arms over his chest with a drumstick in each hand. 


"Dave," James chimed back in, "Why don't you go to the Burtons' house and see how Cliff is doing? Take him a 
cake, and a little pot of butter. Bring him a joint, too!" 


Daves eyebrows pulled in. "Oh, but their house is on the other end of the woods! It will be dark soon. And cold! 
Call time is in just three hours." 


"It shan't take you long," James replied reassuringly. "Take the little red riding hood that Mrs. Burton made for 
you to keep you warm. She is rather fond of you, and | am certain that she will be happy to see you, 
especially in the hood which suits you so welll" 


A wave of optimism swept over young Dave, and at this he beamed. James was right, Mrs. Burton would be 
absolutely delighted to see him. Whenever he came over to visit with Cliff, she would present him with cookies 
and beer and various other gifts, like the hood she had made for him last Christmas. Paying the Burtons a 
visit was not such a bad idea after all, and if Cliff wasn't actually ill, he could coax him out of his bedroom and 


bring him back to the Metallica Mansion in time. 


"Very well, then," Dave responded, positively glowing now. "I will go out and check on our Cliff!" 


And with that, Dave placed his guitar back on its stand and left the garage to go back into the cottage. From 
the kitchen he took one of the many dainty cakes that James always liked to bake, a little pot of butter, and 
quickly rolled a joint before putting these items into a wicker basket. Then he grabbed his little red riding hood 
and set out to go see their bassist, hood upon his head and wicker basket in hand. On his way out, he could 
hear Lars yap from inside the garage, "Just hurry the fuck up, Mustaine!" 
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Author's Notes: 
Smol Dave being smole. My heart! 


It was not until Dave reached the edge of the woods that he became a bit apprehensive. What if there were 


dangerous, wild animals? Satanic rituals? Poison ivy? 


He reminded himself that he was a diligent student of the martial arts, and that surely he'd be able to protect 
himself if he needed to. That's when Little Red Riding Dave clutched the wicker basket closer to his chest and 
began making his way down the little dirt path that led to the other end of the woods. 


As the forest enclosed around him, his nerves eased and awe quickly took place of fear. Soft beams of light 
peered through the treetops, while the sweet scent of cedar filled his nostrils. The melodious songs of birds 


rang through the air. It was almost magical! 


"Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, zip-a-dee-a," Dave chimed to himself as he began bouncing down the dirt path, his little 
red cape bobbing behind him with each step. "My, oh my, what a wonderful day! Plenty of sunshine heading my 
way, zip-a-dee-doo-dah, zip-a-dee-al" Dave amused himself along the pathway, collecting berries, running after 


butterflies and gathering bouquets of little flowers. 
Suddenly, a wolf appeared on the path, making Dave stop dead in his tracks. His breath hitched in his throat. 
For a moment they both stood there, eyeing the other. The creature's crystalline blue eyes were locked on 


Dave like a target, sparkling like gems in a midst of grey fur. 


"Well, hello there," Dave greeted. The poor lad was far too naive to know that it was dangerous to stay and 


talk to a wolf. 
"Hello," she replied in a voice that dripped of honey. 
It could talk! And it was a she-wolf! 


"What is a sweet young man like you doing all alone in the middle of these woods?" She grinned, revealing pointy 
white teeth that glinted like pearls. "You are alone.. Aren't you?" 


The wolf found Dave absolutely ravishing. She inspected him from head to toe, lingering just a bit when her line 
of vision fell over the skin-tight jeans around his crotch, just below the bullet belt hugging his slender hips. 


She had been craving redhead for quite some time now, and this one looked particularly delicious. 


But she couldn't eat him here, not now. She knew she would be seen, and she did not want to attract any 


unwanted attention. She had to be tactful. Strategic. 
He was worth the extra effort. 
Dave blushed, bashfully looking away as the wicker basket swayed in his hands. "| am headed towards my dear 


friend Cliff Burton's house, on the other end of the woods. Just past the brook. | have a cake for him, and a 
little pot of butter. | think he has fallen ill." 


"lle" 

"That, or he's hungover. Possibly too stoned" 

"Well," said the wolf, "I am also friends with Cliff." 

"You are?" 

"| will go see him too." 

"You will?" 

The wolf was lying in order to trick poor Little Red Riding Dave. "Yes," she replied with another flirtatious grin, 
resisting the urge to lick her lips. "You go this way, and I'll go that way. The last one there owes the other a 
beer. Deal?" 


Before Dave could answer, the wolf ran off. 


Hmm, a beer, huh? Dave thought to himself. A natural optimist, the guitarist was certainly up to the challenge. 
And, if he beat her, he'd get a free beer out of it. These days, free beer was practically gold. 


With that, Dave quickened his pace, gamboling down the pathway as he thought about what kind of beer he 


wanted. 

In just ten minute's time, Dave finally reached the Burtons' cottage at the end of the woods, just past the 
brook. It was a lovely little place, with a beige rooftop and ivy-covered stone walls. Mrs. Burton's tomato 
garden wrapped around the perimeter. 

Dave must have beaten the wolf, because she was not there! 


"Oh, goody!" Dave squealed. "| won! That wolf owes me a beer!" 


He happily approached the cottage, prancing up the stone steps with his wicker basket in hand. Then he 
brought his fist up and tapped on the door. Knock, knock. 


